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Prologue 

When, as o'er these pages turning, 

In the distant days to be. 
Sometimes you may have a yearning 
For the joys that here you see. 
Days of laughter and of frolic. 
Nights of merriment and rolic 
In the times that used to be. 

Here are memories of pleasure 

For the distant days to be, 
When the creeping years will measure 
Long, like shadows o'er the lea. 
Bygone lessons you were learning. 
School book pages you were turning 
In the times that used to be. 

With a thrill akin to sorrow. 
In the distant days to be. 
From these pages we will borrow 
Memories for you and me, 

Few and fleeting hours of sadness. 
Many golden days of gladness. 
In the times that used to be. 
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Freshman Foreword 

While walking one day, there chanced in my way 

A tragic yet comical sight — 
It was infants in tears, and of tenderest years, 

And their eyes were dilated with fright. 
They were trying to work, but their labors did shirk. 

And I thought it a pity to see. 
I was anxious to know where they came from, and so 

I marveled at what they might be. 
To fulfill my desire I turned to inquire 

Of a maid who was chancing to pass. 
"O, nothing at all,*' she replied with a drawl, 

" 'Tis merely our young Freshman Class.*' 



Josephine Lyford ....... President 

Helen Smith ....... Vice-President 

Dorothy Flood ....... Treasurer 



Elizabeth Baker Margaret Haskins Gertrude Patek 

Philippe Brown Frances HoUister Leslie Pope 

Josephine Faxon Florence Manning Helen Taylor 
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F is for Freshman so young and so green, 

R is for Rules we all love, I dare ween, 

E for the Effort we put in our work, 

S for the Socials we never do shirk, 

H for the Heights toward which everyone climbs, 

M for our Marks which do help us sometimes, 

A for Ambitious, which all of us are, 

N for the Notice created so far. 

— H. T., *18. 

Girt on Fashion Notes for Spring 1915 

Students will continue to wear waists opening in the front, 
as it saves many quarrels between roommates. 

It is a singular thing that on cold winter days at Girton 
the girls wear heavy fur coats and long, white, woolly gloves 
but seem to be minus hats and rubbers. 

Due to the absence of Miss Fae Pittinger few ruffs will 
be seen this spring. 

Sweater jacket belts worn as scarfs are much in vogue. 

Mrs. Wing has ordered the girls to wear white dresses at 
the spring concert. We wonder if this fact is due to the 
rising price of dyes caused by the war. 

The day girls who use the electric cars will notice that here- 
after the tickets will be white instead of green. This need 
of economizing in green paint is also due to the war. 

The vogue for "crushes" to send bouquets to each other 
will be continued this spring. Also telegrams will be sent. 

The ancient Girton expression, "my dear," will probably 
be used by the girls as long as Girton exists; so it is perfectly 
correct and good style. 

— F. H., '18. 

To Loretta 

There was a young maid called Loretta, 
Who didn't like Girton's spaghetta; 

But this we'll efface. 

As we love her sweet grace. 
And the rest we'll try hard to forgetta. 

— /. L., '18. 
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Sophomore Foreword 

And now I approach a meadow fair, 
Near woods that give grateful shade; 

And clever young Sophomores wander there, 
Or study in grove and glade. 

The Gallic wars they all pursue, 

As learning*s hills they climb; 
And win renown in English II, 

That's made to last through time. 

A young but very worthy class, 

From splendid stock selected; 
Their leader is the fairest lass 

That Girton School elected. 



Katherine Jacobs President 

Elizabeth Kales Vice-President 

Alexandrine Parker Treasurer 

Beatrix Thorne Secretary 

Mildred Adams Arlene Hammill Phyllis Sands 

Dorothy Bradford Lois Nelson Lucia Schramm 

Lenore Buck Marion Plew Kathryne Stevens 

Dorothy Day Nancy F. Porter Helen Stone 



Katharine Strotz 
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Hardshell and Princess Lilp 

There is a small island in a still pond in Massachusetts 
that is just the dearest place in the world. It is easy to wade 
there from the shore for the pond is very shallow. Beside 
some underbrush there are two birches on this island and a 
very small grassy glen. 

Now, no one knows about this island except Princess 
Lily, Hardshell, and myself. Princess Lily is a beautiful pink 
water-lily. Her mother and father are very large, white 
water-lilies and have lovely, pure gold crowns. Princess 
Lily has a green chair that she always sits on, as have all 
the courtiers and ladies-in-waiting. Princess Lily and her 
court are far out of my reach and just beyond them is an 
old water-soaked log. This is the Hardshell Mountain where 
all the Hardshell giants live. When I described them to my 
mother she said they were turtles, but anyway, the king of 
the giants sits for hours on that log gazing fondly at Princess 
Lily and sometimes shows her his skill by diving into the 
water again and again. He surely is a very persistent lover, 
but Princess Lily is very proud and never even looks at him, 
for she has many other suitors who are more accomplished 
than Hardshell. One of them is Bullfrog, whom I hear sing- 
ing serenades to the Princess every night. 

One day a gay picnic party ate its lunch on the opposite 
shore. One of the young ladies was very anxious to pick 
some water-lilies, so after much trouble they secured a boat 
and started forth on the pond. After they had picked a few 
lilies the young lady said to her companion, "Oh, do let's 
go to the other side and get that beautiful pink lily." 

"Why, I don't see any pink one," said her companion, but 
they started toward my side of the pond. 

I was securely hidden in the underbrush for I didn't want 
anyone to discover my beautiful island. In a few minutes a 
very large bullfrog came up on the shore of my island and 
began to croak. Then the Princess and king and queen and 
all the court shivered slightly and I just know the frog told 
them that those girls were coming to pick the princess, for 
he sat on the shore, croaking dismally. And I think Hardshell 
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heard, too, for he dove under the water and in a second 
something pulled the Princess under the water. 

"Why, I don't see any pink lily over here now," said the 
young lady. 

"I guess it must have been just your imagination. I never 
saw one in the first place," said her companion. 

So they went away and in a few minutes I went home. 
There was a heavy frost that night and when I came back 
the Princess and her court were not there and their chairs 
were brown. I went away feeling very sad and to amuse me 
my mother read me a story out of the "Pond People." It 
said that when the weather grows cold all the turtles go 
under the mud to sleep, so now I know that Hardshell and 
Princess Lily's court are living happily together under the 
mud in the pond. — E. K., '17. 



An Apology 

I lay awake all night, 

All day I racked my brain 
For something I could write, 

But all my thoughts were vain. 

I could think of nothing 

That had to do with school, 
And in all my efforts 

I was a perfect fool. 

The day was close at hand. 

On which I must submit 
Whatever I had done. 

But nothing seemed to fit. 

I took a pen, at last. 

And in despair I wrote. 
As an apology. 

This very foolish note. 

^N. F. P., '17. 
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Miss Lpdia's Vision 

At the north end of Evansville, a small town in New Eng- 
land, stood a large house belonging to Miss Lydia. It was 
set well back from the street amid a crowd of trees, which 
in summer time completely hid it from the street. It was 
an old-style house and looked very gloomy as the windows 
were always kept tightly shuttered and the front door was 
never opened. 

About ten years before. Miss Lydia had come to live in 
Evansville with her sister, who was somewhat younger than 
she and very beautiful; and together they had lived happily 
for five years. They kept the house open to visitors at all 
times of the day and took great pleasure in tending to the 
flowers and vines which clustered about the house. But sud- 
denly one day word was passed around town that Miss Alice, 
the younger sister, had died suddenly. After that Miss Lydia 
had stopped visiting in the village and had closed up the 
front of the house and was living only in the two back rooms, 
one a bedroom and one a kitchen. And this way she had 
lived for about five years. 

One night about midnight, after Miss Lydia had been in 
bed and asleep for some time she awoke with the feeling 
that something was wrong. Hastily rising she gazed about 
the room but everything was as it should be and she was 
about to get into bed when she again had the strange feeling 
that something was wrong. Taking up a candle she opened 
the door into the kitchen and walked into the middle of the 
room. A ray of moonlight from one of the windows fell 
across the floor. But all was well here so she passed into the 
hall and up the stairs, which creaked at every step she took. 
Passing along the upper hall she finally stopped before a 
door and turning the knob she entered. This was the room 
in which she had last seen her sister and everything was in 
order but there was a dry, musty smell in the air. As Miss 
Lydia closed the door behind her she gasped, for staggering 
across the room with a large bundle in her arms Miss Lydia 
saw a vision of her sister. Trembling and frightened she 
hurried downstairs to her own room. 
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Early the next morning she dressed herself and opening 
the kitchen door gazed out across the snow and there coming 
toward her up the hill was a woman carrying a large bundle. 
Miss Lydia rushed out into the yard and as the woman 
raised her pitiful eyes Miss Lydia, with the cry, "Alice," 
clasped her in her arms. Alice was unconscious for some 
time but in the middle of the next night she regained con- 
sciousness for a short time before she died. 

*'Lydia," she said softly, "I am going away again, but first 
I must talk a bit to you. After John and I left you that 
night five years ago we were married and went to Blooming- 
ton, where we lived for three happy years, but then John 
died and I was left alone with the baby. Oh, Lydia, I worked 
hard to make money to come to you and finally I thought I 
had enough and I started, but at the last my money gave 
out and I came the rest of the way walking in the snow and 
carrying baby. But I can die happily now because I know 
that my baby is in good hands. And now I am tired. Good- 
night." And Alice fell asleep and did not regain conscious- 
ness again. 

Several years have passed and Miss Lydia still lives in the 
big house on the hill; her face no more has a sorrowful 
expression on it, but a happy and contented one. The win- 
dows at the front of the house are all open and the flowers 
once more are blooming, and now and then through the 
rooms of the house comes the happy laugh of a little child. 



-K. J., '17. 




Nur diese Stunde 
Bin ich still free, 



Heute nur Heute 
Bin ich so bum, 



Morgen ach Morgen 
School is begun. 



Morgen ach Morgen 
Is all misery. 
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Student Government 

There exists an institution called the Government of Students, 

Its rule is most exacting but most just; 
If your actions are angelic and your conduct filled with prudence, 

Then you never feel its anger or distrust. 

But whenever you are careless and forget for just a moment 

To behave with dignity and be demure, 
Then a lynx-eyed proctor spies you and with warning looks she 
eyes you. 

Few such glances can one easily endure. 

Though you feel this institution is most righteous and most fair 

And you aim to do your very, very best. 
Still even good intentions are the cause of bad inventions. 

And demerits you obtain like all the rest. 

For no matter though demerits are so very much detested 

By everyone in every kind of way. 
There are seldom very many who really haven't any. 

Not even though they try their best each day. 

You think it very hard when you've something to relate 

Not to whisper to some girl in Study Hall, 
It's only human nature that you never want to wait, 

'Till the second bell has sounded out its call. 

But then just think it over, and it really is your duty; 

To the governmental laws you should adhere, 
If your character is glorious and for goodness you're notorious. 

Then you'll succeed at Girton, never fear. 

—K, S., '17. 

Nonsense Rhpme 

The glittering glow worm glowers with gloom 

The weeping willow weeps on him, 
The clothes-horse neighs and I presume 

The chick weed squawks at the brooklet's brim. 

The grunting pig-weed makes a stir, 

The cow-slips moo upon the heath, 
And when they hear the cat-birds purr 

The dog-tooth violets gnash their teeth. 

— M. B., '15. 
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A Summer Night 

The sun had set far in the west 

Behind the mountain ridge, 
And in the east the Milky Way 

Arched like a mighty bridge. 

Right in its midst bright Deneb rose, 

Hilt of the northern cross; 
While in the north Capella set. 

Her splendor was a loss. 

The flying eagle, Altair, rose 

Above the ocean*s crest, 
To soar across the boundless sky. 

At dawn to seek her nest. 

The air was still, the woods were dark. 

The big gray rocks shone white 
Along the hill, and in the ferns 

That shivered in the night. 

The field mice scudded through the grass. 

And hid themselves away 
From the keen eyes of the night owl. 

Who hunts them for his prey. 

And so the night v/ore on in peace 

To meet again with day, 
A dark and silent summer night, 

A rest from toil and play. 

—N. F. P., '17, 
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On the Music Rack 

"Her Bright Smile Haunts Me Stiir*— Alice Bothwell. 

"Robin Adair" — Josephine Lyford. 

"The Vacant Chair"— Fae Pittinger. 

"Home Again" — December 20th. 

"In the Sweet By-and-By"— Senior Year. 

"The Bell is Ringing"— At 8 :50. 

"Swing Low, Sweet Chariot"— The 1 :09. 

— E. K., '17. 

"Texas Tommy" — Gladys McQuatters. 

"Good-bye, Girls, We're Through" — Seniors to the lower 
classmen. 

"I Hate You, I Love You" — Gertrude Richardson. 
"I Want to Go Back to Michigan"— Helen Stone. 

— L. S., '17. 

"My Faithful Stradivari"— Loretta. 

"Then They Start the Victrola"— Gladys and Julia. 

"Mighty Lak' a Rose" — Squinks. 

"The Little Ford Rambled Right Along"— North Shore 
Taxi. 

"When You're a Long, Long Way from Home" — Isadore 
Taylor. 

"Paris! Oh My! Yes, Dear" — Julia Davis. 
"In the Convent They Never Taught Me That"— Philippe 
Brown. 

"I Don't Know How I Do It, But I Do"— Gertie Rich- 
ardson. 

"Smiles" — Alice Bothwell. 

"The Happy Dreams I'm Dreaming" — Seniors. 

"Simple Little Village Maid"— Phyllis Sands. 

"The Chaperon"— Miss Thayer. 

"Whistle It?"— Miss Frost. 

"The Right Road"— The Northwestern. 

"Girls, Run Along !"— Miss Frost. 

"When the Moon Slyly Winks" — Midnight feasts. 

"We Laugh, We Love, We Live" — Senior Corridor. 

"There's Music in the Air" — During Glee Club. 

— Jack and Jerry. 
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Junior Foreword 

Plodding up the Hill of Learning 

1916 do not drop. 
So with all their ardent yearning 

They may some day reach the top. 
Though the fogs get dense and denser. 
Fogs of Cicero and Spenser, 
Their ambition grows intenser. 

So we tell them 'ere we stop: 

That their acting brings cheer and 
Their *'prexy*s" a dear and 
They've still one more year and 

So, now as they pass, 
We turn and we greet them, 
Politely we treat them, 
For naught will defeat them. 

Our good Junior Class. 



Katherine Magill President 

Isadore Taylor Vice-President 

Frances von Hofsten Treasurer 

Sylva Annenberg Elizabeth Holmes 

Emily Case Jessie Sumner 

Elizabeth Dewing 
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A Tale of Braverp 

*Twas a lovely day when Jerry and Joe ran away from the 
orphans* Holmes. These Holmes were situated in the Wood 
not far away from a Fisher's hovel. They wandered for many 
Days ; Joe being Porter pushed Barrows with a Case of such 
things as should be necessary for the trip. They soon came 
to a little village where they knew they would find a Baker. 
Jerry found a Louis in her pocket. They bought a great deal 
to eat and when they were through eating they found them- 
selves Fuller than they had expected. Jerry looked very 
nice in a Brown dress which had been made by the famous 
Taylor, Stevens. Joe was dressed in the Rood costume of a 
Shepherd. They went from village to village and had many 
experiences and this is one which I shall relate. 

It happened on a Day of Buck shooting that the Pope 
found his Wood on fire. The little Brown Holmes on the 
edge of the Wood, inhabited by Fishers, were in danger. The 
Pope offered a hat full of Louis to the one who would Flood 
the Wood and save the Holmes. And so it happened that 
Joe, who was Dewing some work for the Parker, heard the 
calls for help and came to the Rood little village. He dug a 
Cornwell. This well and a neighboring one furnished all the 
water for the Flood . In fact. Both-well (s) were Fuller than 
really was necessary. 

But alas, as our hero was running through the Wood, a 
Thorne caught his clothes and flung him to the ground. The 
Taylor, the Baker, and the Porter of the Pope rushed to Joe*s 
rescue. The Pope in distress Strotz up and down. Then the 
lovely maiden, Jerry, who is the Sumner's daughter, appears 
on the scene. 

"Calm yourself, good sir," she says, making a curtsey. 

"He Has-kin(s) in the village, may I take him there?" 

So Joe was saved by the Sumner's daughter. And the 
Wood was saved by the bravery of our hero. 

Following this thrilling adventure they went along together 
on a lovely green road. Jerry saw a Rose and started to 
pick it. When up Strotz a Fisher whose name is Jack. He 
tells them Richardson, who knew the Pope, is going to hunt 
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for Kales. Then they crossed the Sands and they asked 
Richardson what he was Dewing near the water, when along 
came a Brown horse which did Buck because the Smith had 
not shod him well. When A. Rood Shepherd threw a Stone 
at him, he melted away like Frost off a Thorne. Then the 
Fisher gave them some Kales, which they put on the fire 
to Cooke. Then Jerry started to step across the bridge but 
Joe warned her not to cross as the Meyer was so bad that 
even Ma-gills were muddied. They then turned back along a 
narrow path which led toward home, where they found great 
happiness once more. 

— K. M., *16. 



To a Four-leaf Clover 

Good fortune is thy symbol, leaflet green, 

In thee is placed the hope of future bliss. 
Men haste to find thee and thy stem unseen 

With eager fingers pluck, yet why is this 
Thy mission, this thy lot, to blossom there 

Alone and lost among thy comrades gay? 
They bloom in hosts and crowds all brightly fair. 

But thou art different, strange. It is the way 
With all the great, that they must single be 

And pass their lonely lives apart and sad. 
Not lost in happy mediocrity. 

But separate through their genius, nobly clad 
In sorrow; yet like thou, it is the great 
Who brighten others in the lowly state. 

—F. L. V. H., '16, 
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The Rising Bells of Girton 

Hear those ringing rising bells — 
Awful bells! 

What a world of long, full days their brazenness foretells! 
How they ring on, ring on, ring on. 

In the chilly air of morn! 
While we girls who try to sleep on 
When we should not, try to doze on. 

Though now with hopes forlorn; 
Coming near, near, near. 
Ringing loudly, "Get up, dear," 
To the cold expostulation that monotonously wells 
From the bells, bells, bells, bells. 

Bells, bells, bells— 
From the rousing and commanding of the bells. 

—E, H., *16, 
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Advertisements from the Seniors 

I. School Spirit infused within twenty-four hours. Apply to 
Rose Greeley. 

II. Vocal. Geraldine Dennis. Moderate Prices. Twins* Room, 
in. Concentration of Mind developed as an art. Call on me and 

see. Hours 7:30 P. M. to 9:00 P. M. G. Richardson. 

IV. Special price on Frivolity Lessons given by our man *'Jack." 

V. ^'Dressmaking: Its Use and Its Charm," twenty page pamphlet 
by Helen Louis. Send ten cents or five two-cent stamps and will 
mail without delay. U. S. Drygoods Company, Danville, 111. 

VI. Don't be Lazy! Special courses in ambition offered. Send 
for catalogue and story of "How to Enter Bryn Mawr." Louise 
Wood. 

VII. Decorating and entertainment schemes presented. Informa- 
tion on all subjects. Address D. C, Box 4, Paradise Alley. 

VIII. Lessons in executive ability exchanged for position of 
Jumping Center on any team. Apply to Loretta McCambridge. 

IX. For Sale — Position of prominence and honor. Will consider 
trading for peace and quiet. Julia Davis, president of Senior Class. 

X. Janet Fisher. Free Lunch Counter from 11:00 to 11:15. 
Mayonnaise sandwiches special feature. 

XI. Lost — A little black lamb with meek black eyes. Generous 
reward. Return to Marie Wheeler. 

XII. Bon't be downtrodden! Learn how to govern. Elsie 
Meyers. 

XIII. Wanted — Permanent position as author with good publish- 
ing company. Address Marjorie Barrows. 

XIV. Laughing an Art of the Past. Learn to giggle! Katherine 
Crismond. 

XV. Immediate cure for Ennui. Open all hours. Hazel Corn- 
well. 

XVI. A good listener is more popular than a talker. Learn to 
be quiet and peaceful. Stella Taylor. 

XVII. New slang daily. Don't be behind the times, but take 
lessons from Alice Rood. 

XVIII. Elizabeth Klein, Hairdresser. Money back if work is 
not satisfactory. Hair goods of all kinds. Dyeing a specialty 
Phone Winnetka 6540. 

XIX. Mumps! Large! Catching! Dorothy Stanhope. 

—7. T., *16. 
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Senior Foreword 

And now I drew near to a wonderful place, 

All shining bright 

With gleaming light, 
V/here gathered a concourse of youth and grace 

In misty lace 

And fair of face, 
A beautiful concourse of youth and grace. 

And all of them stood in a ring *round a spot, 

'Twas a grave they'd made 

With hoe and spade; 
And there they had buried — you can't guess what. 

They cared not a jot 

Or remembered a dot 
Of the school books they'd thrown in that fatal spot. 

They banded a tree with an iron band. 

With a loud "tick tock" ! 

They turned the lock. 
Then gayly they danced 'round it hand in hand. 

But at Time's command 

They broke their band 
And scattered like butterflies over the land. 

And through a great arch I saw them pass. 

It shone so bright 

With crystal light. 
'Twas Commencement Arch for each white-gowned lass. 

It shone like a mass 

Of clear white glass. 

And through it departed the Senior Class. 
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MARJORIE BARROWS 
Every year we've many sharks 
Who are famed for lofty marks, 

And who never fail in any line or rule, 
But this maiden's magic pen 
Will come to stir the hearts of men. 

And win immortal glory for the school. 

DOROTHY CORNWELL 
Laughing and merry and bright as the day. 
Evenly tempered, unfailingly gay. 
We want her among us in all sorts of weather. 
For pleasure and Dorothy travel together. 

HAZEL CORNWELL 
If by chance to-day may bring some little griefs or sorrows, 
Hazel only looks ahead and hopes for glad to-morrows. 
I think that she is happier than kings and queens of old. 
For merry laugh and ready wit are better far than gold. 

KATHERINE CRISMOND 
She says that she will not permit 
The Board to write what they see fit 

About her laugh eternal. 
We're very glad when e'er it peeps 
Because we know it always keeps 

Her heart forever vernal. 
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JULIA DAVIS 

Executive ability and also lots of fun; 

When any pleasure is afoot, we know that she's the one 

For manager and hostess to make the party go. 

Fm sure I don't know why it is, and yet it's always so. 

The Seniors have elected her (I guess because it's she). 

And Julia is our president, as she deserves to be. 

GERALDINE DENNIS 

She's clever and she's pretty and she dances very well. 
And she's many other graces that I haven't room to tell. 
Yet, though it's very singular, she often brings the blues. 
For this accomplished maiden collects the senior dues. 

JANET FISHER 

Eternal patience, calm and neat, 

Delicious sandwiches to eat. 

A cheery, never-failing light. 

Not too demure nor yet too bright. 

"Can't curl and can swim. 

Slow and solid, that's him!" 

ROSE GREELEY 

Funny and clever 
And good-natured ever 

Brings sunshine and laughter wherever she goes. 

She has athletic fame. 

And in all things she's game. 

And we've here photographed her, our jolly wild Rose. 
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FRANCES JACKMAN 

Patch and powder, beauty spots, 
Dainty gowns and tango-trots. 
Merry as a wind-blown pool — 
Doesn't care a fig for school; 
Naught of graces does she lack. 
All of this is Our Man Jack. 

ELIZABETH KLEIN 

Ready alike to dispel our blues 

Or sternly demand self-government dues. 

Ever beloved where'er she may roam. 

Made to command an orderly home, 

A girl like that is the one for mine. 

And the name of the girl is Elizabeth Klein. 

HELEN LOUIS 

Crinoline and dainty waist 
All designed in perfect taste; 
Tucks and plaits and feather stitching. 
All her work is quite bewitching; 
If you want your sewing done, 
Helen Louis is the one. 

LORETTA McCAMBRIDGE 

Through the hushed evening air 
Came a melody rare, 

'Twas the strain of a sweet violin; 
And a touch sure and fine 
Made the music divine. 

For Loretta was playing like sin. 
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ELSIE MEYERS 

Given — a Girl. To prove — her name. 
Suppose great geometric fame, 
Subtend an arc of good intent, 
Let friendship be her supplement. 
Add sunny smiles we often see, 
'Tis Elsie Meyers— Q. E. D. 

GERTRUDE RICHARDSON 

Every evening Gertie travels over wisdom's stony path. 
No allurement can distract her from her history or math. 
Though I laud her to the sky, I fear that I must underrate her. 
Yet I think I'd like to try, she's such a first-rate concentrator. 

ALICE ROOD 

A stately maiden passes by — 

Of dusky hair and gleaming eye — 

Our poet, editor, and friend 

Who carefully this book has penned. 

So here is Girton's gratitude 

To clever, witty Alice Rood, 

DOROTHY STANHOPE 

She's fond of the-dansants and also of balls. 
Of riding in motors and afternoon calls. 
All mirth and no madness, is pretty, blond D, 
And ever her gladness will gentlemen be. 
They're always the greatest of all of her joys. 
For Dorothy Stanhope's a friend of the boys. 
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STELLA TAYLOR 

Of all the girls who come up here to get a little knowledge, 
And graduate and then go on to get some more at college 
The girl named Stella Taylor is the brightest, I am certain. 
Though often she may come and go, she's e'er the pride of 
Girton ! 

MARIE WHEELER 

We're happy to meet her. 
The charming Marie, 
And eager to greet her 
Whenever we meet her. 
No girl can be sweeter 
Whoever she be. 
V/e're happy to meet her. 
The charming Marie. 



LOUISE WOOD 

With many miles of high degrees, 
Of Hon.'s and Ph.D.'s, 
Louise pursues her learned path 
Adorned with A's in prose and math. 
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Class Historic 

Freshman Yeare 

Whan it befel that in Septembre*s moneth 

Ye Girton School once more its course Y-runneth 

I met some yonge pilgrims in ye schoole 

That started forth as glad as any fowle. 

They studied on ye classicks every daye. 

And soon resolved that they would give a playe 

On Julius Caesar than made they essaye. 

It surely was as fair a tragedie 

As any of ye Sophomores e*er did sie, 

And whan ye Caesar's bodie was Y-borne, 

Into ye forum on that tragick morne, 

A cloke upon a pole it did appeare, 

As they did lay hym ther upon hys biere. 

And now, ye yeare booke, hight Girtonian, 

Ye likenesse wished of eache and every one. 

So simple* and coy was every little lasse 

That whan she went with others of hir classe, 

Their faces turned they all against ye walle 

So nought of faces ever showed at alle. 

And now of hotter day ye classe ne*er thote 

Than whan together they their lunches broughte. 

And as it was a passing pleasaunt daye, 

Upon a picnick to ye beache went theye. 

And to a barbed fence ye group Y-came, 

And lo, Mys Miller overleaps ye same. 

Sophomore Yeare 

And now, ye state of Sophomore dyd they reache. 
And with ye Freshmen had they parties eache. 
The tyme was passed in myrth and revelrie. 
For little oons are ful of myrth and glee. 
And then in wryting did they make essaye. 
And worried much how e'er ye booke would paye. 
A gentle chronicle it was indeede, 
But many monies did they sorely neede. 

Junior Yeare 

Behold, into a Junior Classe they tourne, 

As more and more of knowledge do they learne. 

And now they tryp ye light fantastic toe, 

As to ye Junior Prom the school doth goe. 
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Ye gym is dight with hertes and kewpies fate 

And men in evening garb and alle thate. 

As monies much they needed, it befel, 

And as ye Juniors acted very well, 

A play they gave, and Cranford was its name. 

So fine it was its tale went doon to fame. 

It happed that whan the other classes wente 

Upon a tryp, where al were pleasure bente. 

Ye Junior Classe went glad and myrthfulee 

To Evanston, ye movie show to see. 

It was a very parfait, gentil spree. 

Now whan, once more Y-comes ye springe wether. 

Ye Girton Schoole a track meete gat together. 

Though there are many heroes, none surpasse 

Ye membres of ye doughty Junior Classe. 

Now, whan ye nineteen-fourteen graduated. 

Ye Juniors, fitly gowned and much elated, 

To church they wente, ye daisy chaine to beare. 

With which to make Commencement passing faire. 

Now, of ye Juniors were ther oon and twenty, 

And so of daisie chaine they neede a-plenty. 

But whan they gat them ther, lo, it befel 

Each chaine it lacked ful many a goodlie ell. 

So some ther were that walked in lonlie state. 

Or else ye Seniors could not graduate. 

Senior Yeare 

And now once more as autumn came arounde 

Behold, a mighty Senior Classe I founde; 

Lo, nine and ten ther were, so fair to see, 

They made a very parfait compaignie. 

Ful many a privilege ye Seniors hade, 

A thyng which made ye classe very glade. 

For now that they had come to goodlie state, 

Lo, every night till ten o*clock they sate. 

They walked in pairs without a chaperon. 

And even went they into town alone. 

Now as ye noel tide once more returned, 

And as they al their lessons well had learned, 

A blythe informal dance they al did plan, 

And every maid was forced to bryng a man. 

And though, at last, ye men were alle there. 

Ye maids dyd think ye men were passing rare. 

But now ye Junior Classe dyd them invite 

Unto the gym, to see a goodlie sight, 

**The Worsted Man" presented they that night. 



THE GIRTONIAN 



47 



A happie tyme for al the girls was made, 
With talent that ye Junior Classe displayede; 
And then to Knollslea Hall they went en masse 
And ther were feasted by ye Junior Classe. 
Now, whan ye springe tyme once more returneth, 
And al ye schoole for outdoor pleasure yearneth, 
A festival they held unto ye May. 
It was a ne'er-to-be-forgotten day, 
For lads and lassies danced upon the green 
And made a passing fair and pleasaunt scene; 
And milk maids, too, and chimney sweeps, I'm told. 
Ye May queene fair and Robin Hood the Bold. 
Now, toward Commencement did they alle wende, 
As they to learning's tangle sought an ende. 
Their sheepskins had ye Seniors e'er in minde. 
And for ye exes turned they al to grinde. 
And each oon bought a robe al whyte and faire, 
And practiced many styles upon hir haire. 
Exams had come and gone, and al were glade. 
And during classe week na hert was sade. 
And lo, at last each mayd hir sheepskin wone 
Upon Commencement Day, then al was done. 
And thys is al that to ye Classe befel. 
So now I close, ther is na more to tell. 



— L. H. F/., '15; A. Q. R., '15. 
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Class Prophecg 

As I wandered alone by a river 

And harked to the ripples at play, 

A silvery mist rose out of the stream, 

And slowly it melted away; 

And lo, as it drifted to heaven, 

I floated away with it, too. 

And I came to a land with a silvery strand. 

Where all of our dreams come true. 

Sweet peace and joyfulness ever are there. 

And life flows on serene and fair. 

The skies are blue and hearts beat true 

'Mid blossoms sweet of brilliant hue. 

But soft! There is borne on the breezes 

A song like the cry of a bird; 

'Tis Julia Davis, who sings like a mavis. 

The rarest that ever I heard. 

And now I drew near to a wonderful dale. 

Full of books that were thrilling with story and tale 

'Twas needless to ask for the author's name. 

It was Marjorie Barrows of national fame. 

And now rose before me a half open gate. 

And I saw 'twas the door of a business-like state. 

It was ruled by a lady both clever and good. 

The executive, brilliant Louise H. Wood. 

And now in the depth of a busy place, 

A bread line stretches adown the street. 

The hostess has Janet Fisher's face. 

And she hurries about from place to place 

With food for the world to eat. 

A college arises before my eyes. 

And to my great, intense surprise 

Beneath the stately domes and spires 

I hear the name of Elsie Meyers, 

Well versed in math and calculus. 

The which our Elsie teaches us. 

And also in those classic halls 

A learned Latinist I see 

Who famous classes often calls; 

'Tis Stella Taylor, Ph.D. 

Behold, on Afric's spicy gale 

To distant lands I swiftly sail. 

And on the sunny beaches there 

Are heathen small with kinky hair; 

A missionary by them stands 

And talks to them of better lands — 
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Of Jonah's whale and Noah's flood, 

'Tis Rosy-Posy wise and good. 

And then once more on rushing wind 

My own, dear, native land I find. 

Beneath a tent of large dimensions. 

Amazed, I gaze on strange inventions. 

So odd and charming, yet absurd. 

It is a circus, on my word! 

And by the doorway of that tent 

With clarion shouts the air is rent. 

*Tis Hazel CornwelTs voice that chimes. 

While with her hand she scoops in dimes. 

I come and gaze inside the door. 

And ever wonder more and more; 

And to the side show I advance, 

A place that ever will entrance. 

I think that I could look for weeks 

Upon those fascinating freaks. 

Behold, the choicest freak I see, 

A fair and charming maid is she; 

And now before her do I halt — 

'Tis she who has no human fault. 

As Cornwell is she known to fame. 

And Dorothy's her Christian name. 

Now, I approach another spot 

Where one has sought a quiet lot. 

Far from the madding crowd withdrawn. 

To peace and solitude she's gone; 

Loretta McCambridge is the one, 

A modest, shy-eyed, silent nun. 

And on a ballroom's polished floor 

I see a graceful young entrancer. 

And, as I gaze upon her more, 

'Tis Marie Wheeler, classic dancer. 

But now I see a city rise 

With stately towers shining there. 

All types of architecture rare 

On which I gaze in charmed surprise. 

I venture to ask for the architect's name, 

'Tis Dorothy Stanhope of world-wide fame. 

Again, in busy haunts of men 

What bitter strife I now perceive — 

A shocking sight my heart doth grieve. 

I rub my eyes and look again. 

The sight I saw I'll ne'er forget, 

Geraldine Dennis, the suffragette. 
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Then a little Ford rambles all around, all around. 

In the track are moaning victims on the ground, on the ground. 

Dive away, dive away, if you think you are a diver 

Or you're surely, surely dead, Katherine Crismond is the driver. 

Upon the stage a figure tall 

With wondrous charm recites her lines. 

That voice, that voice, it doth enthrall, 

Methinks that it is Lizzy Klein's. 

Behold, I see a public square, 

A listening crowd is gathered there; 

They crowd along each street and walk 

And hearken to a temperance talk. 

'Tis Helen Louis, preaching loud 

Teetotalism to the crov/d. 

And when her throat the hearers throttle. 

She peddles grape juice by the bottle. 

For country haunts my soul now yearns, 

Toward fields and hills my pathway turns, 

When swiftly through the pleasant air 

A breathless biplane speeds on high. 

What daring aeronaut is there? 

I see her face in passing by. 

High she flies and ever higher. 

Fearing ne'er a punctured tire. 

For days and days she will remain 

Upon her hydroaeroplane. 

And lo, this aviatrix bold 

Is Gertrude Richardson, I'm told. 

But, further on, a grove I see, 

With rippling brook and waving tree; 

And here there sits in cap and gov;n 

A stately dame with learned frown. 

Who gravely treats of moral truths, 

Philosophizing to some youths. 

But who it is, I'm puzzled sore — 

Perhaps some Grecian sage of yore. 

I look and look again, good lack! 

On second thought, 'tis Our Man Jack. 

Still pondering on the sights I've seen, 

I v/ander through the woodland green; 

But now, beneath an ancient oak 

Is one who doth the muse invoke, 

And ever whiles away the time 

By turning life to penny rhyme. 

And still in meditative mood 

I wonder who the scribe may be; 

Ah, now I know, 'tis Alice Rood, 
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Who sciibbles there beneath the tree, 

Who, in her horoscope was starred 

For ever just a doggerel bard. 

But now, to dreamland*s brink I'd wandered, 

On these sights and scenes I'd pondered, 

Once more, through the whisp'ring air 

I softly sail away, to where 

Like some bright star there shines afar 

The land of fact where mortals are. 

And resting in a meadow green 

I think upon the sights Fve seen. 

These things, some time to come to pass 

Are visions of the Senior Class. 
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Class Will 

We, the class of one thousand nine hundred and fifteen, 
being of sound mind and understanding, do make, publish 
and declare the following instrument to be duly performed by 
our executors, the class of one thousand nine hundred and 
seventeen : 

Bequests 

1. To the class of 1916 — Frances Jackman. 

2. To Emily Case — Miss Mitchell's powders. 

3. To the Juniors — Our school spirit. 

4. To the Glee Club — Our voices. 

5. To future generations — Our postgraduates. 

Personal Bequests 

1. Julia Davis — Her playing of hymns to Silva Annen- 
berg. 

2. Elizabeth Klein — Her neatness to Leslie Pope. 

3. Rose Greeley — Her love of the faculty to Frances von 
Hofsten. 

4. Geraldine Dennis — Joe Lyford to Dorothy Day. 

5 Marjorie Barrows — Her genius to the school at large. 

6. Louise Wood — Her precision to Squinks Magill. 

7. Stella Taylor — Her love of home to Philippe Brown. 

8. Janet Fisher — Her sandwiches to the boarders. 

9. Elsie Meyers — Her proctoring to Student Government. 

10. Dorothy Cornwell — Her bird-like appetite to Alec 
Parker. 

11. Hazel Cornwell — Her loud voice to Arlene Hammill. 

12. Helen Louis — Her love of sewing to Kay Strotz. 

13. Gertrude Richardson — Her innumerable themes to the 
English department. 

14. Loretta McCambridge — Her telephone calls to Miss 
Mitchell. 

15. Frances Jackman — Her brilliancy in exams to Bryn 
Mawr candidates. 

16. Marie Wheeler — Her chronic absence to Nancy Porter. 
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17. Katherine Crismond — Her sense of humor to Lois 
Nelson. 

18. Dorothy Stanhope — Loretta McCambridge to Philippe 
Brown. 

19. Alice Rood — Her gift of gab to future debaters. 

His Problem 

"My God," cried the man as he leaned over the cradle, 
peering down at the cold little form, "she's dead." The 
mother, who sat by her child, moaned in anguish and fainted. 
The scene of this tragedy was a small, bare room in a crowded 
tenement house in Chicago's worst district. Through a 
broken window, stuffed with some dirty rags, the pale rays 
of the sun filtered, somehow giving an additional ghastliness 
to the scene. This was Death's own habitation. In the stove 
in one corner of the room, the fire had died down to a deso- 
late heap of gray ashes. Two broken chairs leaned heavily 
against the cracked wall. A bed, rickety with age, took up 
a large space in the room. No floor covering kept out the 
cold air which crept through the cracks. 

The man lifted his wife to the bed and slowly chafed her 
wrists in an attempt to revive her. Presently she opened her 
eyes, got up and walked falteringly back to her post beside 
her dead child. The man seated himself on the edge of the 
bed and buried his face in his hands. Later he raised his 
head and a look of cunning leaped into his eyes as he said 
in a low, tense tone, "It killed my baby, I'll get it back on 
him." He had had no work for two weeks. There was no 
demand for such men as he. It was a plain case of starva- 
tion, and he was growing desperate. His wife, now weeping 
unrestrainedly, murmured over and over without raising her 
head, "My baby, they've killed her; a little milk might have 
done." Hearing her words the man's resolve was strength- 
ened, and turning up the collar of his ragged coat he slowly 
left the room. 

In a certain house on Michigan Avenue, on this same day, 
sat two men before a cheerful fire chatting. The man with 
the corpulent figure and piggish eyes was speaking. 
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"Well, Johnson, Fve cleaned up a bunch of money this 
winter, in spite of the prevalent hard times.'* 

"That so?" murmured his companion politely. 

"Yes, let off a thousand men down at the plant last month 
and the rest are working just a little overtime every day. 
It*s quite a saving. My wife was down to the motor show 
to-day and she saw a machine that she thinks suits her. I 
guess I can manage that now that I've made a little extra." 

"Hmm, I see," said the other man slowly, with a strange, 
nervous glance about the room. He was small and restless 
like a rat. 

"Did you ever stop to think, Evans, that those fellows out 
of work might cause trouble some day?" he inquired of his 
companion. 

Evans smiled complacently and replied, "No chance, John- 
son. They haven't any leader or any money to back 'em. By 
the way, I'll send for the machine, and we'll take a run down 
to the plant; I want you to see that new lighting system of 
mine." With this they dropped the subject. 

Meantime John Levinsky made his way toward a large hall 
where he knew many unemployed men were assembled. He 
slunk in the door and dropped into the first vacant seat. The 
speaker on the platform was a woman, and caring little for 
what she had to say, Levinsky turned to his neighbor and 
engaged him in conversation. 

"We gotta strike this afternoon. You say you ain't eat 
for two days, and my wife's home starvin' with a dead baby," 
his voice faltered, but he added, "We gotta do it. Pass on 
the word." 

The plan was quickly passed about the crowd and in a 
twinkling the place was in an uproar. Chairs were upset and 
doors flung open. Someone unfurled a black banner on which 
were written the words, "We Want Work." This was waved 
frantically in the air. The man who held the banner was 
Levinsky. The now frenzied mob poured from the doors 
into the street. Other banners, bearing the inscriptions, 
"Hunger," "Give us this day our daily bread," were hoisted 
by men and women, maddened by long hours of idleness and 
hunger. Once in the street, this rushing mass of human 
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beings, urged forward by a common impulse of destructive- 
ness, freed itself from any interference on the part of the 
police, and pushed boldly up the street. John Levinsky rev- 
eled in all this turmoil. He felt vaguely that he was reveng- 
ing the wrong that had been done him. How he gloried in 
felling a burly policeman twice his size with a blow of the 
stick of wood he carried! Lost in the elation of the moment 
he raised his voice to a yell, crying, "On to Charlie Evans' 
house. Let's burn it and kill him! He put us where we're 
at to-day!" This proposal was greeted with wild enthusiasm, 
and a thousand shouts rose in approval. 

On, on, on rushed the mob. Suddenly from a side street 
there appeared an enormous limousine, occupied by two men. 
One was large, the other small and nervous. On their faces 
were stamped horror and consternation. They had just 
heard the threat of the mob. The large man started up 
from his seat and attempted to give an order to his 
chauffeur. He never accomplished his mission, for at that 
moment a shot was fired and Charles Evans fell back in 
the seat of his machine, shot to the heart. It was all over in 
a moment. By this time the reserve guard had arrived and 
no sooner had he done the deed than John Levinsky was 
captured. He was pointed out as both the instigator of the 
mob and the assassin by one of his fellows. A mob is fickle, 
and its love changes to hate easily. 

John Levinsky's trial was brought to court within the 
month. Too poor to hire a lawyer, his case was poorly 
defended and the disinterested jury was hasty in pronouncing 
the verdict "Guilty." 

—J. M. D., '15. 
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Evolution 

(From the Other's Viewpoint) 

"My dear," the Mother Monkey said, 

"Hold tight onto the Family Tree. 
Do not look up. Look down, instead. 

Look down and see what you can see. 
By evolution you will grow 
Into a Thing — like that below." 

The Baby Monkey then looked down 

And saw an Object *neath its tree, 
That hobbled by, clad in a gown 

That cramped its legs most awfully. 
Wasp-waist and nesty hair comprised 
A Thing — painfully civilized. 

The mother sav/ her child's despair 

And answered its appeal so mute, 
"My love, although your grief I share. 

To it you've got to evolute !" 
She paused to hush her wee one's wail 
And dried its tears off with her tail. 

— Marjorie Barrows, *15. 



The Brook 

Rippling along on its devious way 

And murmuring softly o'er sunlighted shallow. 
It hurries afar through the sweet fields of hay. 

Or wanders at peace 'mid the forest and fallow. 

The poet hath told me, O little brook sprite 
That sings to me softly of upland and valley. 

In winter you hold every summer delight 

That over your swift-gliding surface may dally. 

But I love you now, little wanderer eerie. 
Mysterious ever, yet ever so cheery, 
That lingers along in each murmuring nook 
And tells of the joy in the life of a brook. 

—A. Q. R., '15. 
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Writing for the Girtonian 

"I am monarch of all I survey 
My right there is none to dispute — " 

You close the door with a bang and help yourself to a 
fudge, by way of summoning your creative muse. You sim- 
ply must get to work on some things for the "Girtonian" 
before that highly delectable bit of literature canters to 
press. Overlooking the slight detail of having nothing to 
write about, you are well equipped for work. Pencil — paper 
— and the firm determination to let genius sizzle. 

Now let's see — can't you write a parody on that Cowper's 
"Monarch" that you just quoted? A senior after she dis- 
covers there is no wolf in her sheepskin feels that way. Or 
does she? .... You' ve never been one so you don't know. 

Try something else. "Buck's Speech on Conciliation." 
Lovely! Only you can't find a copy of Burke and you do 
not remember much about him. You only had a bowing 
acquaintance with the gentleman, anyway. 

Ho, hum! What shall you write about? Those last two 
were lovely ideas — but they were second-hand and therefore 
a size too large for you You begin to write — 

One day a Pope goes to a Wood, 

He Strotz a Rood, then hears a moan 

And turning sees, in sweet Brown hood 
A Shepherd seated on a Stone. 

You come to a dead pause because you can't go on. You 
want to get in the line. "Explain a little Fuller, please, and 
tell me what you're Dewing?" — but how? 

Then you decide that this writing is somewhat like the 
Case when Holmes are built on Sands — so you give it up, 
take another fudge and go to the window to look out. There 

is nothing like a good long mental yawn Only two 

ideas come to you. You can write about spring — or "exams." 
Both subjects belong to our Preserving Parlours — the Can- 
nery — but still — 

Ah! You have it! You will parody the "well-known 
Omar Khayyam." 
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This is what you get: 

With midnight oil and cloth around her pate 
The Bluffer tries, at somewhat hurried rate, 

(Tho' reaps she harvest of her mental yawns) 
To sow the seed of wisdom ere too late. 

And now while bells of execution sound 
She vaguely eyes the pitfalls that abound. 

As she admires the ease with which the "profs" 
Problems profound and plenteous propound. 

The senseless nothings that her brains promote, 
Those strings of bluffs and question marks — denote 

She finds these tickling teasers of to-day 
Sufficient to "appropriate her goat." 

A fellow sufferer, with glances blurry. 
Hands in her blue book with an undue hurry. 

They, leaving, Fletcherize their words with wrath 
Maintaining all the while that "they should worry." 

And now ere night its Senior gown unfolds 
Her Special friend she joyously beholds 

She joins her and suggests post-mortem rites 
And they pass on perchance to Theobold's. 

No use! There is too much slang — or at least "modernized 
English" in it to let it pass. Oh well, you comfort yourself 
that it is not only your work that does not suit. Didn't you 
hear someone say the other day that Shakespeare was get- 
ting kind of thread-bare for the "Girtonian"? 

You begin again, "I am Monarch of all I survey — " Just 
then your chum pokes her head in at the door. 

"Come," she says sweetly. "Leave your old writing and 
come with us to an emotion picture show!" 

You scramble around for your hat. "Be there in just a 
second !" you cry joyously, and start after her. 

The "Girtonian" will never know what it missed, anyway. 
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Sanitarium for Worn-out Jokes 

1. Miss Mitchell's powders. 

2. The Joe- Jerry affair. 

3. The boarders' appetites. 

4. The roll. 

5. Alice Rood's tongue. 

6. Helen Louis' sewing. 

7. Louise Wood's Bryn Mawr exams. 

8. Mr. Cooke's chickens. 

9. Loretta's violin. 

10. K. Crismond's laugh. 

11. Twenty-four feet of brothers. 

12. The swimming pool. 

—ED. 
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The Magazine Stand 

"Smart Set"— Class of 1915. 
"Good Housekeeper" — E. Klein. 
"Vogue" — J. Dennis. 
"Everybody's" — J. Davis. 
"Modern Priscilla" — G. Richardson. 
"Little Folks" — Jack and Jerry. 
"Youth's Companion" — M. Wheeler. 
"Life"— R. Greeley. 
"Judge"— A. Rood. 
"Harper's"— H. Cornwell. 
"Popular Monthly" — L. McCambridge. 
"Century" — Janet Fisher. 
"Current Topics" — F. Jackman. 
"The Literary Digest" — M. Barrov/s. 
"The Theatre"— Elsie Meyers. 
"Overland ^Weekly' " — Cornwells. 
"Ladies' Home Journal" — S. Taylor. 
"American Dressmaker" — H. Louis. 
"Sunset" — K. Crismond. 
"Cosmopolitan" — D. Stanhope. 
"McCalls"— Dewing (Oh!) 
"All-Story" — S. Annenberg. 
"The Survey" — F. von Hofsten. 
"Saturday Evening Post" — E. Holmes. 
"Puck"— Magill. 

"Moving Picture Magazine" — J. Sumner. 

"St. Nicholas"— E. Case. 

"Travel"— J. Taylor. 

"Country Life"— L. Fuller. 

"The Bookman"— H. Stone. 

"The Independent" — G. McQuatters. 

"The Dramatic Mirror"— A. Bothwell. 

"The Outlook"— C. Hollis. 

"The Poultry Keeper"— Mr. Cook. 

"American Hen Magazine" — Faculty. 

"Health Culture"— Miss Mitchell. 

"The Household"— Madam Cook. 

— K. C, '15. 
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From the Diarp of Margaret Huston — 
School-Teacher 

September 8. 

I must confess that this day has been rather trying. I 
went to my duty this morning feeling more like a prospective 
victim of the guillotine than merely a green young school- 
teacher on her first day of school. 

The first thing that happened to lower the dignity of my 
exalted position was the announcement made by my young 
cousin, aged eight. It was something like this, "Margrut 
(she insists on pronouncing it so), your nose is shiny. Why 
don't you put some powder on it, out of that funny little 
trunk of yours?" I hastened to silence this outburst, but I 
could feel myself blushing furiously. I told her to call me 
Miss Huston henceforth, and she immediately demanded 
"Why?" assuring me that she'd ask her mother if she had to. 

The next sad thing that happened was when a little dirty- 
faced boy used the end of a little girl's pig-tail for a paint 
brush; it fell conveniently on his desk (as she sat in front 
of him) and the temptation was too great. The little girl 
was heartbroken and I had to assume at once the role of 
comforter to her, and cruel oppressor to the young male 
offender. 

I thought the morning would never come to an end, but one 
consolation was that there was no school this afternoon. I 
decided to go over and see Miss Nelson, who has been a 
teacher for fifteen years, and has dealt with every known 
species of child. She gave me some excellent pointers and I 
feel that I left there a wiser girl, and I have hopes of accom- 
plishing more with my little heathens to-morrow. 

~J. D., '15. 

The 1915 Class 

Each Senior class, the saying goes, > the last 

So this one more than = all the great ones of the past. 

The old on-es stanch and up-rt. were, but this class in particular 

Has always been so very st. it's really i. 

Its members lead in work and play; their ardor you can never quell, 
And Girton*s 1915 class is without ||. 

— B., '15. 
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Jl Busy Street Corner 

"Vi'lets, sir; violets!" Around the busy street corner 
plodded the lonely child, listlessly dragging along her old 
basket of wares, but everyone was intent upon his own affairs, 
the jostling throng dodged by unheedingly and the child found 
the busy street corner the most lonely of places. 

"Vi'lets, sir, violets!" The policeman's shrill whistle 
drowned her cry, and the roaring traffic stood still while the 
human mob, at the officer's bidding, surged across the grimy 
streets. The noon sun, creeping out from behind a cloud, 
glared relentlessly down upon the active scene. 

"Toot-toot!" The great brass-buttoned mogul beckoned 
commandingly, and the mighty symphony of the street once 
again arose to gigantic crescendo in a minor key. "Vi'lets, 
vi'lets !" An irregular clatter of dray horses' hoofs mingled 
with the sharp staccato cries of the street venders, the rumble 
of the huge auto trucks, the loud clang of the street cars, the 
whir of the passing automobiles, and the ceaseless undertone 
of human voices. 

"Vi'lets!" The sound of the child's voice was lost in the 
deafening clamor about her, and the same forbidding sea of 
strange faces was ever passing by. The tall, gray buildings 
loomed up majestically as they sentineled the roaring canyons 
below. A mutilated beggar was crouched in the shadow of 
the grimiest building, mutely holding out his ever-waiting 
cup; around the corner a chauffeur was holding aside the 
door of a luxurious automobile for a richly-gowned woman 
to enter. 

And overhead the "L" trains unceasingly thundered, while 
the cry of "Vi'lets, sir, vi'lets!" sounded faintly as the lonely 
child turned, and pursued her solitary way around the busy 
street corner. — Courtesy of "The North Shore Review." 

— M. B., '15. 
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Woes of a Senior 

The shades of night were falling fast, 
When through the corridor there passed 
A maid, who bore beneath her arm 
The book which caused her much alarm — 
Algebra! 

In other rooms she heard the noise 
Which made her think of other joys; 
But she must cram, and grind, and bone; 
So from her lips escaped this groan — 
English! 

*'Come stay," the maidens said, *'and rest. 
Why should you study for your test?*' 
A tear stood in this maiden's eye. 
Who then repeated with a sigh — 
History! 

She then went back into her room, 
There to dream of fate and doom; 
She studied hard all through the night 
When there wasn't anyone in sight — 
Virgil! 

At break of day her roommate found 
The maid, all buried, covered 'round. 
With books and all her problems, too. 
And still she had her French to do — 
O misery! 

—G. R., '15. 



From Dubuque comes a maiden named Jerry 
Who is late in the morning, oh very; 

And to table doth go 

And takes breakfast so slow 
That we pity the man she will marry. 

— L. McC, '15. 



Miss Emerson — "What do you call a line with four feet 
D. Cornwell — "A quadruped." 
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From the Diarp of a Bop 

October 1. 

Had to get up this morning and go to school as it was 
Monday. Gee, it*s awful to make a fellow go to school. I 
don't see what good it does. After all, I didn't get there. 
Met Paul and Billy on the way and we took our lunch and 
walked about two miles until we came to what looked like 
the country to us city chaps. There we found a big haystack 
in a field and it made a dandy place to stay. Say, we had 
a good time. 

I got home pretty late and I guess Mother thought there 
was something queer but she didn't ask any questions, which 
made it pretty easy for me. 

Of course I was sent away from the table just before desert. 
I always miss the good things. 

October 2. 

Everything went wrong in school to-day. I didn't have an 
excuse and those blame teachers got it out of us where we 
were. They said, "We feel it is our duty to report to your 
parents." I know what that means for me. 

Then she picked on me because I tied the Smith girl's hair 
to my desk. Well, she has such nice long pigtails that I 
couldn't help it. 

Father wasn't home to-night. What a relief to my troubles. 

October 3. 

Things went pretty smooth to-day, except I was late for 
school and was sent to the office this afternoon. After school 
I started a hen-coop. I am going to keep chickens and 
Mother said she would buy the eggs. We are getting up a 
football team, but gee, we don't have enough time to prac- 
tice. There's only Saturday and on Sunday you always have 
to be dressed up. 

October 4. 

I licked a fellow and Father licked me. The fellows dared 
me to pitch on Georgie and I did. It wasn't hard to beat 
him up. When I got home there was that old teacher, Miss 
Burke, sitting on the porch talking to Mother. I beat it for 
the back door. Sarah gave me some cookies she had just 
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made and then I went upstairs. Pretty soon I heard Mother 
and Father come in. I tried to sneak down but he caught 
me just before I got to the bottom of the stairs. He said: 

"Richard, what is this I hear about school?" 

"Nothing," I answered. 

"What — " but he didn't finish. Just grabbed me by the 
arm, hustled me into the den and slammed the door. He 
must have been in need of exercise, but he needn't have taken 
it out on me. And all I got for dinner was bread and milk. 

October 5. 

To-morrow is Saturday; that is all I can think of. I got 
even with Miss Burke to-day. I cut the ivy vine on the 
south side of the schoolhouse. The old thing won't dry up 
for a couple of weeks so they can't find out who did it. If 
they should, I wonder what I would get? Gee, I wonder. 

— D. S., '15. 
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Girton Hospital Association 

Betty Holmes — Gigglitis. 

Clara Hollis — Back broken by heavy responsibilities. 
Louise Wood — Overdose of conscience, little chance of 
recovery. 

Marie Wheeler — Knockers' fever. 

Sylva Annenberg — Infected by love's microbe. 

Wilhelmina Boon — Exhausted by daily walks. 

Gertrude Richardson — Brain fag. 

Helen Louis — Sleeping sickness. 

Loretta McCambridge — Nervous breakdown from over- 
study. 

Helen Stone — Windpipe obstructed by magnitudinous 
vocabulary. 

Frances Jackman — Physically exhausted from arising March 
5th at six forty-five. 

Geraldine Dennis — Slowly dying from much dieting. 

Julia Davis — Nerves in critical condition from trying to 
preserve order at Senior table. 

— G. D., '15, F. J., '15. 

A moment for eats is recess. 

But much to the day-girls' distress: 

Tho' the boarders all say 

They have nothing, each day. 
Yet I think that the day-girls have less. 

—Ed. 



Miss Richardson — "As they had no portrait painting or 
photography in Cicero's time, what did people do to have 
likenesses made?" 

B H.— "They had tin types taken!" 

Helen Smith — "We have Swedish dancing." 
Miss Emerson — "What is that?" 

Helen Smith — "Why, dancing with a horse you know." 
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Happy Thoughts 

Last night as I lay on my pillow, 

Last night as I lay on my bed, 
I wondered if all of my lessons 

Could ever be got through my head. 

In the morning I jumped from the bedclothes. 

The window I shut with a jerk, 
And quickly I hastened to Girton 

With the thought of another day's work. 

On reaching the schoolhouse that morning 

I went to Miss Emerson's room. 
Said I, "Will I get through in English?" 

And waited to hear of my doom. 

Her answer was not very pleasing. 

Her answer did not appear right. 
For she said that to pass in my English, 

I must study much longer each night. 

My diploma lies over the ocean, 

My diploma lies over the sea. 
How I wish my exams were all over, 

My sheepskin presented to me. 

— /. F., '15. 
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Faculty Section 

Faculty hail, who in triumph advances! 

This section both for you and by you was penned. 
The faithful bring poems whose beauty entrances 

The others — ingenious excuses now send. 



L' Envoi to the Class of 1915 

When June comes gayly forward, 

Bringing **fifteen's" year to a close. 
When every last teacher confesses 

The little that each of us knows; 
When the little old schoolhouse is empty. 

And its doors are bolted fast. 
We shall rest, and, faith, we shall need it — 

Lie down for a month or two — 
Till the spirit of constant endeavor 

Shall call us to work anew. 

But we'll miss your students' meetings. 

The clatter and din on the stairs. 
The noise and the laughter and music. 

E'en the fret and the worry and cares; 
The things you've been wishing to alter. 

The hopes and the tears and the fears 
Of the glorious class of "fifteen" — 

When the tenth of June has past. 
We'll miss you, we'll quote you, and thank you. 

You'll be kept in our hearts so fast. 

What your future holds in it we know not. 

Full of working in noon and in night. 
Or with quiet, wide spaces to fill. 

But we hope that it all may be bright; 
Life full of melodious singing. 

Through upland path of endeavor 
To mountain summit attaining; 

So we bid you farewell as you go. 
Through a glimmer of tears while we're watching. 

The light on your faces aglow. 
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The Poem That Never Was 

Four years our list of victories grew, 
Then came at last our Waterloo; 
And that was when we undertook 
To get a rhyme from Mr. Cooke. 

Last winter we begged Mr. Cooke 
To write a poem for this book. 
"Too busy," said our principal. 
With firmness quite invincible. 

We dusted then our mental attics. 
And filled them full of mathematics; 
And then we let three weeks elapse 
And asked again. (He said, "Perhaps.") 

But later he again refuses 

And thinks up many new excuses. 

"Can't write in spring; don't know the trick." 

(He even spurns our Rhyming "Die") 

When at each turn a girl's behind him. 
Of that old poem to remind him — 
And strikes beseeching attitudes. 
He just says pleasing platitudes. 

We cry, "Your poem?" v/hen we meet. 
(He beats a dignified retreat.) 
We greet him even on the train. 
With that old moss-bedecked refrain. 

At last the book must go to press. 
But still his rhyme we would possess. 
And then he signifies to "don't," 
It's not his duty — and he v/on*t. 

Four years our list of victories grew. 
Then came at last our Waterloo; 
And that was when we undertook 
To get a rhyme from Mr. Cooke. 



Miss Thorne — Evidently the impossible was requested. 
Miss Shepherd — Honest endeavors appreciated. 
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Le Verbe Francois 

Le Cauchemar D*une Eleve 

Je suis le Verbe Francais: je viens la nuit 
Silencieusement, sans aucun bruit, 
Vous taauiner, vous jouer quelque tour, 
A cause du mal que vous me faites le jour. 

Ciel ! Qu'est-ce done qui plane sur mon lit? 
Comblee d'horreur, glacee d'effroi subit, 
Je vois un monstre a cinq pattes, affreuse bete, 
Descendre lentement du cote de ma tete. 

Puis, tout a coup, ce monstre avance une patte, 
De toute I'adresse d'une vieille chatte. 
Celle-ci, dit-il, s'appelle rin£nitif, 
Voila le Present de VIndicatif. 

Les Participes, le Passe Defini, 

Temps primitifs cue vous avez meurtris. 

Et la-dessus je sens ces inhumains. 

Qui me saisissent les pieds, la tete, les mains. 

Enfin me voici bien enchevetree; 

Une mouche dans la toile d'araignee, 

De petits fils entouree tout a fait, 

Chaque fil un verbe, un maudit verbe francais. 

Faire, aller, et savoir — tous etaient la, 
Envoyer, mourir, dire, et caetera, 
Connaitre, prendre, rire, et meme s'asseoir, 
Entre les pattes du Verbe, ma bete noire. 

Je me debats, 

Je pousse un cri ; 

Le monstre s'en va. 

Je saute du lit, 

Et desormais, 

J' etudierai 

Mes 

Verbes 

Francais ! 

—E, A. M. 
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JI Model Class 

V/ith apologies to W. S. Gilbert 

Of all the schools within the land 
No school contained a schoolgirl brand 
That shone in English like this one, 
Each girl a star or else a sun. 

They were too noble-souled to shirk, 
Their teacher never gave them work. 
But did what lay within her power 
To make them pass a pleasant hour. 

If ever they were dull or sad. 
She let them weep till they were glad. 
Or told, to help the time pass by. 
Tales not too circumspectly dry. 

A rocking-chair had every girl, 
A dandelion stem to curl; 
And candy from the druggist's store. 
One box, at least, for every four! 

Did they with thirst in summer burn 
Lo, lemonade at every turn. 
And on all very sultry days 
Cream ices handed Vound on trays. 

The juice of grapes and ginger pops 
Stood handily on all the "tops," 
And also, with amusement rife, 
"Delineator," "Vogue," and "Life." 

One morning when they all seemed blue 
The teacher asked, "What can I do; 
Come tell me, pray, beloved class. 
To please and gratify each lass? 

"By any reasonable plan 
ril make you happy if I can. 
My own convenience count as 77/7, 
It is my duty and I will." 

Then up and answered one of them, 
"Dear Teacher, if the truth * * * ahem!' 
(A nervous, shy, low-spoken maid. 
You see she was a bit afraid.) 
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*'Dear Teacher, if the truth be told, 
Since I have gone and been so bold, 
We thank you really very much. 
We want some culture and all such. 

*'We curl our dandelions well. 
We rock our chairs as all can tell. 
We eat and drink and gossip, too. 
But all this we knew how to do! 

*'We want some weekly themes to write. 
And then by way of something light, 
A book or two a day seems fit. 
Besides a History of Lit." 

*'Since it is knowledge that you seek 
10,000 themes I'll give a v/eek!" 
The teacher answered with a thrill, 
*'It is my duty, and I will." 

*'Pray what is leisure — as a rule — 
With happiness for you in school? 
The word I gave you 1*11 fulfill; 
It is my duty and I will. 

*'As you desire it shall befall. 
Burke, Chaucer, Thoreau, Burns, and all — 
I'll not discourage this young hope, 
Carlyle I'll give you, also Pope. 

"The v/eekly themes of reference 
(What twenty books at least dispense 
On subjects culled from A to Z) 
Much joy will bring to you and me." 

"O thank you. Teacher, for that word 
We just now eagerly have heard. 
These favors will enrich the mind — 
You are particularly kind!" 

And so was peace once more restored. 
No longer were their faces bored. 
The moral of the tale? N. B. 
The marks they dropped from A to D. 

— G. E 
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Our Social Colpum 

(With humble apologies to McCutcheon) 

77?^ Masquerade — October 31 

Society was out en masse for this magnificent entertain- 
ment and many and varied were the costumes that graced the 
occasion. Indeed, it would be difficult to determine which 
was the most elegant, yet suffice it to say all were extremely 
tasteful and pleasing to behold. 

Miss Julia attracted universal attention as the well-known 
Omar Khayyam and greatly amused the young people by 
her antics. Miss Betty Holmes and A. Rood wore Persian 
ladies' costumes which in point of sumptuousness brought 
back the minds of all present to the oriental magnificence of 
the Eastern harems. E. Baker paid a graceful tribute to the 
world's greatest newspaper by appearing as the Evanston 
Daily News, while Kay Strotz appeared as the Kaiser and 
threw a new light upon the character of the well-known Ger- 
man. F. von Hofsten made one of the hits of the evening as 
an allegorical figure representing the culinary department and 
was thoroughly "en rapport" and looked every inch a kitchen. 
There were many other beautiful costumes but space forbids 
a description. 

Delicious refreshments of doughnuts and apples were 
served. A barrel of sweet cider helped to enliven the festiv- 
ities and attracted much favorable comment. The gym- 
nasium was indeed a scene of mirth and revelry and a most 
enjoyable time was had by all. 

Senior Tea At Louise Woods 

Right royally did Mrs. Ira Wood entertain the Seniors on 
October 15 at the occasion of a tea at the sumptuous home of 
the former, all agreeing that a splendid time was partici- 
pated in. 
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The Junior Dance 

There was a sound of revelry by night! An affair long to 
be remembered was the entertainment given at the Girton 
Gymnasium last Friday evening. The party was elegant in' 
detail and the scene during the height of the merry making 
was one of almost oriental splendor. The flash of jewels, 
the rustle of silk, the exquisite strains of music, the delight- 
ful viands, all combined to produce an effect of rare elegance. 

Prior to the opening of the ball was a scene beside which 
all the overpowering gorgeousness of Europe pales into com- 
parative insignificance. Fancy an assemblage of gallant 
courtiers, of grand ladies treading the stately measures of "la 
minuet de la court." The costumes were ravishingly beau- 
tiful in this dainty prelude. 

All in all, it was a magnificent function. 

Senior Informal 

Perhaps never before have our social circles been rocked 
to their foundations as they were last night, when the bril- 
liant and social ladies who compose the Senior Class held an 
informal dance in the gymnasium. The scene reminded all 
those present of a veritable fairyland. 

Brilliant and magnificent costumes were worn by all the 
fair ones present and all the men were attired in the con- 
ventional black. The Messieurs Bauman discoursed sweet 
strains on fiddle and banjo and it was not until the wee sma' 
hours that the rollicking merry makers adjourned to the arms 
of Morpheus. 

The Ha^ Wagon Function 

Perhaps the most gala of all social functions was the ele- 
gant beach supper and hay wagon party given last Novem- 
ber 5, which was attended by a full quota of the boarders, 
being given by the old girls for the new. A sumptuous repast 
was spread; the ground fairly groaned under the weight of 
the elegant viands. Later, the merry makers visited the 
neighboring metropolis of Wilmette. Unfortunately, how- 
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ever, one of the popular drivers lost his way and the fair 
pleasure-seekers passed several anxious hours wandering 
about in Stygian darkness. 

Miss Richardson's Tea 

Upon Friday last, the members of the Senior Class attended 
a sumptuous tea at the pleasant home of their well-known 
Miss Richardson. A most enjoyable time was had by all 
the young people in the contemplation of the great psycho- 
logical question of their favorite vices and virtues, and in 
refreshing the inner man with tempting viands. 

To say that they had a good time is putting it mildly. 

— L. W., '15. 



Miss Anderson at ball practice — "Emily Case is the heaviest 
hitter here." 



Miss Emerson (reading a theme) — "The women of the 
eighteenth century made no attempt to shake off their hus- 
bands." 



Miss Emerson — "Every great poet has irregular feet." 
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Here and There 

PUBLIC OPINION 



I 


II 


III 


K. Jacobs 


G. Dennis 


K. Magill 


A. Rood 


G. McQuatters 


A. Bothwell 


H. Stone 


A. Rood 


H. Cornwell 


D. Day 


S. Annenberg 


P. Brown 


J. Davis 


C. Hollis 
J. Lyford 


E. Klein 


G. McQuatters 


R. Greeley 


J. Lyford 


C. Hollis 


L. Wood 


H. Stone 


M. Barrows 


A. Rood 


L. Wood 


A. Bothwell 


A. Rood 


M. Barrows 


B. Holmes 


F. Jackman 


P. Brown 


P. Brown 


E. Case 


R. Greeley 


L. Wood 


E. Klein 


C. Hollis 



Prettiest 

Cleverest 

Wittiest 

Biggest Bluffer . 

Most Popular . . . 

Most Athletic . . . 
Most Ambitious . 
Most Literary . . . 
Most Original . . . 
Most Frivolous . 
Most Unfortunate 
Most Sensible . . . 



A Dag Pupil's Lament 

I clambered up the staircase 

With books and lunch box small; 

I met a hungry boarder, 
A-standing in the hall. 

**0 honey, did you bring it?" 

She cried most eagerly. 
"Bring what?" I questioned blankly. 

"The sandwich," then quote she. 

I opened up my lunch box, 
And took a sandwich out. 

But as I gave it to her 
I heard an eager shout. 

I shut my lunch box quickly, 

Alas! It was too late! 
O, who will dare to question now 

The irony of fate? 
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For they swooped down upon me, 

Like eagles on their prey. 
"Give me a bite! O, just one piece! 

ril love you all to-day." 

I gave my lunch box to them, 

With just one pleading word, 
"Although I'm not a boarder, 

I'm hungry," I demurred. 

But when they'd eaten everything, 

They started for the door. 
"O, there's another day girl ! 

Come on, and get some more!" 

—E. I. C. '16. 

On the Librari^ Shelves 

Shakespeare 

"Love's Labour Lost" — Afternoon teas. 
"Comedy of Errors" — Lessons. 
"Two Gentlemen of Verona" — William and Franz. 
"Measure for Measure" — Madam Cooke. 
"Airs Well that Ends Well"— Commencement. 
"Merry Wives of Windsor" — Betty Holmes, Frances Jack- 
man, Katherine Magill. 

— M. P., *17. 

Longfellow 

"Student's Tale"— Alumnae-10, Girton-20. 
"My Lost Youth"— Betty's Lament. 
"The Children's Hour"— English L 
"The Warning"— 'Nuf sed. 
"A Gleam of Sunshine"— D + 
"Excelsior" — von Hofsten. 
"Sleep" — Evening study period. 

"Descent of the Muses" — Another name for the Girtonian 
Board. 

"The Children's Crusade" — Freshman basket ball team. 

-J. '18. 
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About the Class of 1914 

Amy Brown is attending the Ogontz School in Ogontz, Pa. 

Rebekah Brown was married to Mr. Basil Thompson of 
New Orleans during the summer. Mr. and Mrs. Thompson 
are living in Winnetka. 

Alice Bothwell, Clara Hollis, and Gladys McQuatters are 
doing graduate work at Girton. 

Julie Cahn is attending University of Chicago. 

Lucile Calisch is studying dramatic expression at the Anna 
Morgan Studio in Chicago. 

Phyllis and Lois Crandall are studying domestic science 
at Kilbourn, Wis. 

Ruth Dixon is attending the Mount Ida Seminary, Newton, 
Mass. 

Eileen Kelly has been attending the University School for 
Girls in Chicago. 

Janet MacDonald, Blanche Day, and Mona Matthews are 
at Vassar. 

Emily Matz is at Miss Wright's School in Bryn Mawr. 

Sara Meyer is at her home in Indianapolis. 

Ellen Montgomery, Margaret Maxwell, and Beatrice Starr 
are at Wellesley. 

Ruth Plain is at Sweet Briar College. 

Cecil Rigby is at Northwestern University. 

Florence Tyden is studying music at Northwestern School 
of Music. 

Dorothy Work is taking a course in playground work and 
kindergartening at Miss Mills' School, Bridgeport, Conn. 

The Doll Partly 

Following its usual custom, Girton School planned and 
carried out its annual doll party for some seventy-five chil- 
dren under the care of Association House in Chicago. The 
money for the dolls was raised chiefly by the Lower School, 
the Upper School contributing funds for refreshments and 
taking charge of the dressing of the dolls. Just before the 
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Christmas holidays the dolls were exhibited in the gymna- 
sium, and very proudly and haughtily indeed did they stare 
down at their admiring audience. 

The party for the presentation of the dolls was held at 
Association House during the vacation, so that only such 
girls as lived in or near Chicago had the pleasure of seeing 
the eager, dirty little hands stretched out to grasp a dollie 
and a stocking from Santa Claus. The little brothers received 
cornucopias filled with candy and mufflers, and all the chil- 
dren were served with hot chocolate and cookies. Some of 
the members of the Glee Club sang, and Miss Julia Henry 
told a story. The real joy, however, lay in the rapture of 
clasping a dollie "that went to sleep.** 

Girton-Evanston Academic Debate 
Februari; 26, 1915 

Question: Resolved that the United States should restrict 
immigration by a literacy test as stated in House Proposal 
6060. 

Teams 



Affirmative (Evanston 
Academy) 
Frances Rosenburg, Capt. 
Margaret Furry 
Helen Cady 

Coaches 
Miss Elizabeth Stanwood 
Mr. Weaver 



Negative (Girton School) 
Alice Rood, Capt. 
Clara Hollis 
Marjorie Barrows 

Coaches 
Miss Gertrude Emerson 
Mr. Clarion D. Hardy 



Judges 

Mrs. Clifton Rev. James Madison Stiiler 

Miss Reynolds 

This is the first year that Girton has been represented in 
debate. We accepted Evanston Academy's challenge and 
won the debate. The decision of the judges was unanimous 
in favor of Girton School. 
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WHO 


FAVORITE 


FAVORITE 


NOTED FOR 


EXPRESSION 


OCCUPATION 


Alice Bothwell 


Oh gee! 


Art 


Absent-mindedness and 


Dorothy Corn well 


Oh, how wild! 


Attending gym 


Gift of tears 


Katherine Crismond 


My dear! 


Studying 


Good nature 


Julia Davis 


0 Pshaw! 


Playing basket ball 


Her vocabulary 


Geraldine Dennis 


I'm so fat! 


Vocalizing 


Her shadow 


Janet Fisher 


My stars 


Grinning 


Her sandwiches 


Rose Greeley 


Gee whiz! 


Playing on a team 


Her grin 


Clara Hollis 


Oh, where is Julia? 


Arguing 


Just Clara 


Frances Jackman 


You don't mean it! 


Giggling 


Taking exams 


Elizabeth Klein 


Please pass the bread 


Dressing 


"Specials" on Mon- 
day 


Helen Louis 


Oh dear! 


Sleeping 


Her German 


Katherine Magill 


0-0-0-0-0-0-0-0-! 


Singing 


Class Presidency 


Loretta McCambridge 


What gets me! 


Playing the violin 


Her walk 


Gladys McQuatters 


Darn! 


Starting something 


Dramatic Ability 


Elsie Meyers 


Sure! 


Talking 


Her salad sandwiches 


Gertrude Richardson 


I had the best time! 


Writing themes 


Her bravery 


Alice Rood 


Keep still, I don't 
know a thing about it! 


Debating 


Vocabulary 


Dorothy Stanhope 


My dear! 


Occupying the 3rd car 
on 5: 14 train 


Her exciting tales 


Marie Wheeler 


Ssh! Ssh! 


Making faces 


Her eyes 


Louise Wood 


By hen coop! 


Reading 


Brains 



Contributors — Loretta McCambridge, Phyllis Sands, Margaret Haskins, Frances Jackman. 
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HATES MOST 


NEEDS 


AMBITION 


German 


Sociability 


To be a cartoonist 


To eat 


Human weakness 


To graduate from Vassar 


To work 

To get up in the morn- 
ing 


Exercise 
An assistant 


To graduate 
To be with her roommate 


Being teased 


Height 


To be able to talk sensibly ^ 


Feeding the Boarders 


IVIore sandwiches 


To dance well 


Faculty 


Solemnity 


To collect emblems 


A poor sport 


New fields to conquer 


To be a reformer 


To be on time 

To ask for student 
government dues 


A spanking 
To create a love for dancing 


To be demure 
To be a playground director 


Getting up 


Nothing 


To be exempt from all exams 


To go to study hour 


A little avoirdupois 


To go in vaudeville 


To curl her hair 


A roommate [(wow!)-ed] 


To live always in Kankakee 


To agree 


A rival 


To learn how to ride horseback 


English 


Her own lunch 


To be as bright as her brother 


Dramatic Expression 


Composure 


To go to Wellesley 


To keep silent 


A silencer 


To get the "Girtonian" to press 


An Adamless Eden 


Loretta 


To be a designer 


Stewed apricots 


Fewer absences from school 


To keep Study Hall 


Nothing 


A secretary 


To get to Bryn Mawr 
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The Student Government Association of 



Every girl who is a student of Girton School is, by virtue 
of that fact, a member of the Student Government Associa- 
tion. Last year a petition was submitted to the faculty stat- 
ing that it was the wish of most of the girls to institute^ in 
the place of faculty rule, student government. This request 
was received with hearty approval by the faculty, and a con- 
stitution was drawn up, with their help. Since last December 
student rule has been the form of school discipline at Girton. 

A president is chosen from, and elected by, the entire stu- 
dent body. From each class are elected two councilors, one 
girl from the day department and one from the resident pupils. 
Once a month the officers and these eight councilors meet to 
discuss and decide questions which have arisen. Also a regu- 
lar joint meeting is held monthly, consisting of three mem- 
bers of the faculty and three members of the Student Gov- 
ernment board. The acting officers for the year, for both 
semesters, have been: 

Clara Hollis President 

Louise Wood Vice-President 

Julia Martha Davis Secretary 

Elizabeth Klein Treasurer 

The councilors have been: 

Senior 

First Semester Second Semester 

Loretta McCambridge Katherine Crismond 

Alice Rood Elsie Meyers 



Girton School 



Junior 



Elizabeth Dewing 
Emily Case 



Elizabeth Dewing 
Frances von Hofsten 



Sophomore 



Katharine Jacobs 



Alexandrine Parker 



?Ielen Stone 



Freshman 



Florence Manning 



Dorothy Flood 



Leslie Pope 




May Ri-vi-LS. 1914 



THE GIRTONIAN 



87 



A nominal sum of twenty-five cents per semester is charged 
each girl. This money is used to defray any expenses that 
arise in the Association. 

The aim of Student Government is "to promote in each 
individual member of the association a sense of personal 
honor and responsibility in her school life." Whether or not 
this ideal is always attained is a question. The obstacles are 
manifest. To begin with, the popular definition of "Student 
Government," for many girls is — "freedom" or simply "a 
good time." Again, our association is young. It has not 
had time to gain the strength that we hope will belong to it 
in future years. Furthermore, girls of boarding-school age 
are not so apt to feel personal responsibility — least of all in 
school matters — as college girls. The wide difference in the 
ages of the girls this year has been a matter to cope with, 
when even the older girls have at times forgotten how much 
trust is really imposed in them. It is not surprising that 
the younger ones have also forgotten. 

On the other hand. Student Government has not been a 
failure. The personal responsibility it has given many of 
the girls, who have really taken it seriously, is certainly a 
proof against failure. Again, it has inculcated a spirit of 
honesty in the girls who have believed in it and who have 
done their share toward furthering its success. 

Self-government is, of course, the ideal form of govern- 
ment. Student government is a first cousin to self-govern- 
ment, and if it has succeeded, even in a measure, that has 
counted for something. 

—J. M. D., '15. 
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The Athletic Association 

The Girton Athletic Association was organized early in 
October, 1914, the purpose being to promote good, whole- 
some athletics and create, the more essential, true sportsman- 
like spirit. At the very beginning of the gymnasium work 
Miss Anderson called the girls together and talked to them 
of having such an association; by a unanimous vote, her 
suggestion was accepted. Soon after a constitution was 
drawn up, opening membership to the girls of the seventh 
and eighth forms of the Lower School and all the girls of 
the Upper School taking gymnasium under the director in 
charge. Since the Lower School girls were admitted, it 
seemed only fair that they should hold offices, so the second 
vice-president and the secretary were elected from the seventh 
and eighth forms. A few days later the officers for the year 
were chosen. They were: 

Gladys McQuatters President 

Dorothy Cornwell Vice-President 

Olivia Fentress Second Vice-President 

Katharine Jacobs Treasurer 

Betty Scott Secretary 

The dues are ten cents a month. The motto is "En Avant," 
forward. 

At the various seasons of the year, picked teams from the 
Upper and Lower Schools played match games in captain, 
volley, and baseball for which class numerals were awarded. 
During the basket ball season the Girton Alumnae chal- 
lenged the school team to a basket ball game and defeated 
us after a hard fight. We are looking forward to such a 
game next year, feeling confident that we shall have a better 
chance to win. For this game the players were awarded a 
G. A. A. monogram. There was also a basket ball game 
between a picked team from the Juniors and Freshmen and 
Seniors and Sophomores. The players were pretty evenly 
matched. The score was 22-12 in favor of the Seniors. On 
the 30th of April the Annual Demonstration was given, 
including the entire Upper and Lower Schools. The presi- 
dents of each form of the Lower School and the president of 
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the Association carried banners in the grand march repre- 
senting their classes. The exhibition was given for the 
mothers and patrons of the school and they all agreed in 
pronouncing Miss Anderson's work a great success. The 
closing event of the year in athletics was the track meet 
between the Upper and Lower Schools May 19. 

This is the first year that Girton has ever had an Athletic 
Association. We feel that we have made many mistakes 
which could have been averted had we had more experience; 
but in spite of these mistakes, we feel that the Association 
has made a big step toward promoting "good, wholesome 
athletics and creating true sportsmanlike spirit." 

— G. McQ. 
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Music and Dramatics 

This year at Girton has been a very productive one on the 
part of the Glee and Dramatic Clubs. Both organizations 
have been working hard, meeting at least once a week — the 
Glee Club on Wednesday morning in Third Period, and the 
Dramatic Club on Thursday afternoons with Miss Larkin. 

At the Doll Show on December 16, the Glee Club and 
three of the dramatic pupils united in giving an interesting 
program. Several old English carols were sung by the Glee 
Club, and one of the best numbers was the ''Christmas Carol," 
by Christina Rosetti with a setting by Eleanor Smith, in 
which the solo parts were sung by Julia Davis and Gladys 
McQuatters. Recitations were made by Clara Hollis, Eliza- 
beth Klein, and Gladys McQuatters. 

The big musical performance of the year was the Girton 
Festival Benefit Concert, on March 23. Mr. Gustav Holm- 
quist, assisted by the Glee Club, gave a very delightful pro- 
gram. Of the six songs sung by the Glee Club, the best liked 
seemed to be "The Cuckoo Clock," by Grant-Schaefer. Mr. 
Holmquist sang about a dozen songs, all well suited to the 
occasion. His splendid voice afforded much pleasure to all 
his listeners, especially in the final song which he gave as 
an encore, Stevenson's "Requiem." The audience was one of 
the largest ever seen at an indoor performance at Girton. 
The proceeds, which amounted to about eighty dollars, were 
sent to Arden Shore. 

The Glee Club also sang several songs at the May Revels, 
and at the Commencement exercises in June. 

The first play of the year was "Every Child," a Christmas 
allegory by Gertrude Tooker. It was presented January 23. 
The part of Everychild was taken by Josephine Faxon, that 
of Ideality by Katherine Magill, Reality by Gladys McQuat- 
ters, and Santa Claus by Katharine Stevens. 

On March 5 the Junior Class presented "The Worsted 
Man," a musical comedy by John Kendrick Bangs, in honor 
of the Senior Class. Betty Holmes, in the role of "Mr. 
Wooley of Afghanistan," brought many hearty laughs from 
the audience, while Isadore Taylor, as the bell-boy, was also 
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popular. Katharine Magill, in the part of Miss Patience 
Willoughby, sang several solos, of which the one beginning 
"Love is gladness" especially pleased the audience. The 
choruses of the songs were sung with spirit and effect by 
the rest of the cast, which included: Emily Case, Lillian 
Fuller, Sylva Annenberg, Philippe Brown, Josephine Lyford, 
Elizabeth Dewing, and Frances von Hofsten. The per- 
formance was generally felt to be such a success that it was 
repeated a week later, with twenty-five cents admission, for 
the benefit of the stage-property fund. 

The dramatic productions of the year included "Einer Muss 
Heiraten" by Miss Shepherd's German classes, and closed by 
the presentation at the May Revels of Tennyson's "Princess" 
in a dramatized form, and by the Class Day play, Shake- 
speare's "Comedy of Errors." t? r ma 
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Lower School 



Andrews, Grace ^ 
Badger, Frances 
Blatchford, Marion 
Boak, Alices 
Boon, Wilhelmina^ 
Boyden, Margaret 
Buck, Virginia 
Champlin, Suzanne 
Copeland, Betty 
Curran, Frances 
Curtis, Dorothy 
Dillon, Ruth 
Farnsworth, Edith 
Farwell, Marjorie h 
Fentress, Olivia 
Field, Lindsey 
Foster, Rachel 
Fuller, Margaret 
von Hofsten, Mary h 
Hooper, Virginia 
Hopkins, Sarah 
Hoyt, Emilie 
Hoyt, Josephine 
Jackson, Elizabeth^* 
Kales, Anne 
Klotz, Dorothy ^ 
Klotz, Elizabeth ^ 
Kozminski, Sybil ^ 



Lewis, Virginia 
Little, Alice 
MacBean, Rosalinda 
MacCaughey, Margaret 
Magie, Dorothy 
May, Harriet 
Mcllvaine, Helen 
McKinnon, Katherine 
Mercer, Margaret 
Merrill, Grace 
Mettler, Marcella 
Miller, Virginia 
Mordock, Katherine 
Nicholls, Barbara 
Pearsons, Frances 
Pope, Helen/., 
Schulze, Helen 
Scott, Barbara ^ 
Scott, Bettys 
Seatree, Rosalind 
Stevens, Eleanor 
Thorne, Frances/ 
Walker, Marion 
White, Martha 
de Windt, Caroline 
de Windt, Alice ^ 
Wood, Frances ^ 
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The Lower School Storp 

Jacob's Adventures in Gotland 

CHAPTER I— ON THE WAY 
"What's the nearest way to Catland?" 

"Catland! You must be out of your mind. Go to your 
room." 

"But, sir—" 

"Go to your room this minute." 

Jacob, a boy of nine, turned and walked up the narrow 
stairs, but not to his own room, for he loved the dingy attic 
better than any other room in the house. 

Jacob had golden hair, cut just below his ears, his eyes 
were very blue, and his cheeks were always the brightest 
pink. He was a dreamy boy, and just that morning he had 
fallen fast asleep by the grate, and had dreamed that a beau- 
tiful lady told him to go to Catland. 

Jacob's mother had died when he was but a baby, and his 
father meant to be kind, but his love for books kept him 
locked in his study many hours, and he hated to be inter- 
rupted. 

As Jacob opened the door to the attic he saw a long road- 
way with tall trees on both sides, and a signboard stood 
plainly before him, with the words on it: 
"TO CATLAND" 

Jacob was much surprised to see such things, instead of 
old chairs and strings of dried peppers. 

He was ready to hang back, but something seemed to call 
him on, so he obeyed. 

After walking for some time he came to a beautiful lake. 
Swans and ducks swam about, and large red birds swooped 
to the water for goldfish. 

Here the road ended, and Jacob was just wondering which 
way to go when a large cat stood before him, and with a 
sweeping bow he said: 

"At your service, sir." 

Jacob answered as though he were quite used to such cats 
and said: 

"I was only wondering how to go on to — " 
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"Oh, yes, I see; follow me." 

Jacob followed and soon they came to a high wall with a 
door in it. 

"Open, Oh great gate, and let this small child in," said the 
cat. 

The gate swung open at the command and Jacob found 
himself on the steps of a beautiful palace. 

CHAPTER II 

"My trusty servant, bring him in." A large cat dressed in 
costly robes of velvet gave this command. 

Jacob was ushered into the room and as soon as he saw 
the king his only thought was, "Oh, if I were but a king!" 

"Is that what you wish for more than anything else?" 

Jacob was very much startled to hear this question, and he 
thought that he must have spoken aloud without meaning 
to, but he answered: 

"No, Oh king, that is not my greatest wish, for I am often 
lonely. I wish for a mother who would tuck me in at night 
and kiss me. Oh! I wish for it more and more!" 

"I know, dear boy, just how you feel, but that is some- 
thing I cannot help, even though I can give sad or happy 
thoughts to children in their dreams, but you may rest this 
night with me. Lady Puss, will you call a servant, please? 
Good-night, Jacob." 

"Good-night, sir." 

Jacob was led by the kind Lady Puss to a small but richly 
furnished room. There he was undressed by three jet black 
cats with high boots. A cat held a small candle as a light 
for the rest. 

After Jacob was fast asleep many beautiful lady-cats came 
and kissed him. 

The next morning he was served to a delicious breakfast. 
The king and all the court ladies were very kind to him and 
when it was time for Jacob to go home the king gave him 
a beautiful snow-white cat, to be his companion. 

The next minute Jacob found himself lying in his trundle 
bed, but there was the beautiful cat. 

Was this a dream? 

—FRANCES WOOD, Seventh Form. 
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What the Poets Think of Us 

Adams — "I pr'ythee, pretty one, let me be better acquainted 
with thee." 

Annenberg — "Who thinks too little and who talks too 
much." 

Baker — "So wise, so young, they say never live long." 

Barrows — "He is truly great, who is little in himself, and 
who maketh no account of any height of honors." 

Bothwell — "Nature made her and then she broke her mold." 

Bradford — "And thereby hangs a tale." 

Brown — "I was born to greater things." 

Case — "I was ambitious. Have you known the passion?" 

D. Cornwell — "She did nothing in particular and did it 
well." 

H. Cornwell — "A good jest in time of misfortune is food 
and drink." 

Crismond — "Rich in saving common sense.'' 

Davis — "The warmth of genial courtesy, the calm of self- 
reliance." 

Day — "Then she will talk, good gods, how she will talk." 
Dennis — "What e'er she did was done with so much ease." 
Dewing — "A persevering maid." 
Faxon — "Of manners gentle and affections mild." 
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Fisher — *'Beware the fury of a patient man." 
Flood — "Sings, plays, and dances well." ^ 
Greeley — *'For every inch that is not fool is rogue." 
Hammill — "The woman that deliberates is lost." 
Haskins — "A bonnie lass." 

Hollis — "Some are born great, some achieve greatness, and 
some have greatness thrust upon *em." 

Hollister — "Stabbed with a white wench's black eye." 

Holmes — "Such a blithesome thing is she." 

Jackman — "Why should I feel a cloud of earthly care?" 

Jacobs — "She is most fair and thereunto her life doth 
rightly harmonize." 

Kales — "Her stature tall — 

I hate a dumpy woman." 

Klein — "She is pretty to walk with 
And witty to talk with 
And pleasant, too, to think on." 

Kragness — "A villain and he are many miles asunder." 

Louis — "With countenance demure and modest grace." 

Lyford — "Nothing great was ever achieved without enthu- 
siasm." 

Magill — "Queen rose of my rosebud garden of girls." 
Manning — "She sighed and looked and sighed again." 
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McCambridge — "The glass of fashion and the mold of 
form." 

McQuatters — "I do but sing because I must and pipe but 
as the linnets sing." 

Meyers — "She looked so meek and was not meek at all." 

Nelson — "Do you not know I am a woman? When I think 
I must speak." 

Parker — "So handsome, yet so modest withal." 

Patek — "A woman's thought runs before her actions." 

Pope — "If your braided hair be loosened 
Do not mind." 

Porter — "Sir, I am a true labourer." 

Richardson — "Her voice was ever soft, gentle, and low, an 
excellent thing in woman." 

Rood — "You have a nimble wit; I think it was made of 
Atalanta's heels." 

Sands — "Still waters run deepest." 

Schramm — "And wheresoever we went, like Juno's swans. 
Still we went coupled and inseparable." 

Smith — "Pleasantness of disposition is a great key to do 
good." 

M. Skinner — "This lass so neat. 

With smile so sweet. 

Hath won my right good will." 

Stanhope — "She is the very pink of courtesy." 
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Stevens — "The creature hath a purpose." 

Stone — "A maiden she, bright-eyed and quick of tongue." 

Strotz — "Time elaborately thrown away." 

Sumner — "To be merry best becomes you, for out of ques- 
tion you were born in a merry hour." 

H. Taylor — "Wearing all that weight of learning lightly, 
like a flower." 

I. Taylor — "And still they gazed, and still the wonder grew, 
that one small head could carry all she knew." 

S. Taylor — "She hath a natural, wise sincerity." 

Thorne — "So buxom, blithe, and debonair." 

von Hofsten — "Whence is thy learning? Hath thy toil 
O'er books consumed the midnight oil?" 

Wheeler — "God bless the man who first invented sleep." 

Wood — "Why are you virtuous? Why do people love you? 
And wherefore are you gentle, strong, and valiant?" 

Mr. Cooke — "A lion among ladies is a most dreadful thing." 
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Calendar 

September 23 — Once more into the school, dear friends. 
September 25 — The grind begins. 

October 2 — Beach supper and hay-ride given by the old girls 

for the new. One wagon mislaid itself. 
October 7 — Dr. Blatchford examines our hearts — (in gym). 
October 8 — We hear "Hamlet" (Miss Emerson). 
October 9 — We hear "Hamlet" (Forbes-Robertson). 
October 12 — Columbus Day. Girton gets up a petition to 

celebrate, which the authorities discard. 
October 16 — Student government begins. 
October 21 — Athletic Association organized. 
October 22 — Match game between Upper and Lower Schools. 

Rah! Rah! Uppers! 
October 22 — Louise Wood's senior tea. 
October 23 — New girls entertain the old at a book party. 
October 26 — Last year's Girtonian board resorts to auctioning 

off their plates. Clara, as auctioneer, persuades some "poor 

nuts" to succumb to the temptations offered. 
October 27 — History of Western Europe Class looks at 

illuminated manuscripts. 
October 29 — See October 22. The victory again is ours. 
October 30 — The masquerade. 
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November 2 — Student government meeting. 

November 6 — Joint assembly of Upper and Lower Schools in 

the gym. Mr. Greeley tells of the Chicago fire. 
November 12 — Trial spelling. All those below grade, go to 

the hospital. 

November 13 — Juniors give a pea-nut hunt for the Freshmen. 
November 14 — Miss DeLang*s tea. 

November 17— "GIGANTIC Mass Meeting in the Gym." 
November 18 — See November 2. 

November 20 — Mock wedding. Pitty is united to Jack in 

holy wedlock. A lace curtain serves well as a veil. 
November 21 — Miss Frost's tea. 
November 25 — Home! 
December 2 — Senior table. 

December 10 — Doll show. A beautiful Christmas party! 
December 27 — Merry X-mas! Hurrah! 
January 7 — Senior floor — an upheaval. 
January 8 — Third floor party. 

January 9 — Some take a short stroll to Evanston. 

January 11 — We have fallen into the habit of beating the 

Lower School. This time 21-16. 
January 11 — See November 18. 
January 15 — Senior informal in the gym. 

January 15 — Sleigh-ride to keep the under classmen's thoughts 
from the gym. 

January 16 — Babies give a comb concert — collect two cents. 
January 16 — Florence Manning's party dress devoured by 
mice. 

January 17 — Suspicious characters seen around Leicester. 
Oh-O-OO-O? 

January 20 — Miss Clark speaks on China in morning exercises 

and displays some beautiful costumes. 
January 21 — Frenzied search for trousers for "Everychild." 
January 23 — "Everychild" at last is given — Betty meets Hil- 

worth. 

January 26 — "Oranges for sale at Miss Thome's room." 
January 27 — Mr. Emerson speaks on art, and the talk is so 

long and interesting that we get cuts in three periods. 
January 28 — Sonnets by Seniors, who walk to the lake for 

inspiration. A special from Hilworth. 
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January 29 — Sophomores give Freshmen a "potato dress 

party" at Beatrix Thome's. 
January 29 — Faculty recital. 
January 31 — Jack and Betty have callers. 

February 1 — Rain storm — slight hope of no school removed 

by day-pupils. 
February 2 — Cramming. 
February 3 — Exams begin! ! 
February 4 — More of the same. 

February 8 — Postmortem rites — Movies and Theobold's. 

February 12 — Washington's Birthday Cotillon on Lincoln's 
Birthday. Did the calendar get mixed? 

February 14 — Betty and Jack repeat the performance of Jan- 
uary 31. 

February 19 — Betty's letter from Belgium. 
February 23 — Miss Mitchell's tea. 

February 25 — Girton beaten by ex-Girton 20-10. Anyway, 
we put up a good fight. 

February 26 — THE debate! Girton unanimously victorious. 

February 28 — Meeting for search of gossip in the diaries in 
H. Stone's room. Grape juice for refreshment. 

March 1 — Trip to concert at Evanston. Total cost per per- 
son, 25 cents. Whoops! 

Change of tables. Seniors welcomed back in midst — meals 

more interesting henceforth. 
March 2 — Try-outs for play; little hope for many of us. 
March 3 — Mr. Clapp from Lake Forest talks on literature. 
March 5 — Juniors entertain Seniors by the "Worsted Man," 

succeeded by "eats" in Squinks' room. 
March 10— "Willum" departs. 
March 11 — New janitor appears. 

March 12 — Freshman track meet for Juniors. "Issie" wins 
the "loving-cup," with her initials in silver upon it. 

March 12 — Reproduction of the "Worsted Man" for stage 
properties. Betty's cousin obviously present. 

March 13 — Marie Wheeler's luncheon for the Seniors in town. 

March 16 — Piano recital! ! ! It rained. 

March 17 — Senior- Junior basket ball game. The Sophomores 
helped the Seniors to win, but the Freshmen's cheering 
won out. 
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March 17 — Faculty gave a dinner dance in honor of Pat and 
E. Klein. 

March 19 — History classes took trip to visit court — especially 

the Juvenile Court. 
March 23 — Girton Glee Club Festival Concert. Mr. Holm- 

quist very much in evidence. 
March 24 — Third floor eating apples for their health between 

9 and 9:30. 
March 25— See March 11. 

March 28 — Every girl requested to sit alone in afternoon study 

hour. What's been happening? 
March 29 — Physical training demonstration. Much credit of 

the success due to Miss Anderson. 
March 31 — Isadore attempts to comb out her golden tresses 

in English class. 

"Anyone wishing to have a recipe for face cream with or 
without salt, apply to Knollslea dining-room." 

April 1 — Electric bell "goes on the blink" — intentionally or 
unintentionally ? 

April 7 — Home! 

April 12 — Most everybody arrives at same in afternoon or 
evening. Foolish question No. 999, "Did you have a good 
time?" 

April 13 — Physics class doctors up the bell. 

April 13 — Now for baseball, tennis, and roller skates. 

April 14 — Turn back to March 25. 

March 15 — Gym class plays "Run, sheep, run." Miss Emer- 
son wants to know where "fire" is, that Sylva is yelling 
about. 

April 17 — Miss Mitchell entertains with an exclusive pop- 
corn party. 

April 20 — Seniors and a few other privileged characters enjoy 
vaudeville in the Knollslea parlors. Who said "apricots"? 
April 21— See April 1. 

April 22 — Final specimen appears. See April 14. 
April 26 — Loretta at last has a roommate. 
April 27 — Mr. Cooke makes his yearly visit to morning exer- 
cises. 

April 27 — Plans for May revels finally decided upon. 
April 28— See April 1. 
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April 28 — Greetings to Clara! 

April 29 — Musical genius of Seniors and Juniors at work. 
The poor piano! 

April 30 — The bell has a nervous breakdown again. Louise 
and Miss Thorne to the rescue. 

April 31 — Senior beach party for the Juniors. Do you remem- 
ber that moon? 

May 3 — Girtonian goes to press. The Board begins to sleep 

nights again. 
May 7 — Athletic Association dance. 
May 27 — May revels — unless it rains. 
June 6 — Baccalaureate Sunday. 

June 7 — Class Day. Senior luncheon. Girtonians come out 

(perhaps !). 
June 8 — Class play — "Comedy of Errors." 
June 9 — Senior dance. 
June 10 — Commencement. 
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Epilogue 

Slow the host of memory passes, 
Recollections of the classes, 
Mirth and madness of the lasses. 

With a smile and with a sigh. 
We*ve had every good intention. 
With the things that here we mention, 
And with thanks for your attention, 

Bid you now a kind good-by. 
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